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T nov whom chance may h. ther lead 
Fe thou clad in tuſſet weed, 
te thou deckt in filken ſtole, 
Grave theſe counſels on thy ſoul. 

Life is but a day at moſt, 

Sprung from night, in darkneſs loft ; 

Hope not ſunſhine every hour, 
Tear not t clouds will always lour. | 
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ene 
As Vouth and th with ſprightly dance, 
Feneath thy morning ſtar advance, 
Pleaſure with her ſiren air 
May delude the thoughtleſs pair; 
Let Prudence bleſs Enjoyment's cup, 
Then 2 888 bp and * r 


As thy by grows warm and high, 
Life's meridian flaming nigh, 
Doft thou ſpurn the bumble vale ? 


Life's proud ſummits wouldft thou ſcale 7 Lea 

Check thy climbing ſtep elate, | 
Evils lurk in felon wait : | 1 
Dangers, eagle-pinioned, bold, f To 
. Soar around each cliffy hold, | dle 
While chearful peace, with linnet ſong, Nig 
Chants the lowly dells among. 5 
0 
As thy . of 3 eloſe, AL 

7 Beck ning thee to long repoſe z | 

A s life itſelf becomes diſeaſe, | 
Seek the chimney-nook of calc. Q 


There ruminate with ſober thought ; | 
On all thou'ſt ſeen, and heard, and wrought ; 
And teach the ſportive younkers round, 
Sams of experience, ſage and ſound. 5 
Says man's true, genuine eſtimate, -- 
The grand criterion of his fate, 
Is not, art thou high or low ? 
Did thy fortune ebb or flow? N 


E 
Did many talents gild thy ſpan ? 

| Or frugal Nature grudge thee one ? 
| Tell them, and preſs it on their mind 
As thou thyſelf muſt ſhortly find, 
The ſmile or frown of awful Heaven, 
To Virtue or to Vice is given. 
day, to be juſt, and kind, and wiſe, 
1 here ſolid ſelf-enjoyment lies ; 
That fooliſh, ſelfiſh, ' faithleſs ways, 
Lead to be wretched, vile, and baſe, 


Thus, reſigned and quiet, creep 
To the bed of laſting ſleep ; 
Sleep, whence thou ſhalt ne'er awake, 
Night, where dawn ſhall never wake, 
Till Future Life, future no more, 
| To Light and joy the good reſtore, 
To light and joy unknown before. 


Stranger, go! Heaven be thy guide! 
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SACRED TO THE MEMORY 


| D WELLER ia yon dungeon . 
Hangmag of creation, mark 

Who in Ao weeds appears, | 
Laden with unhonoured years, ob 
Nooſing with care a burſting purſe, 


Baited with many a deadly curſe ! 
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$ TROPHE., 


View the wither'd beldam's face 
Can thy keen inſpection trace 
Aught of Humanity's ſweet melting grace ? a 


Note that eye, tis rheum o'erflowe, 

Pity's flood the re never roſe. 

See thoſe hands, ne er ſtretch d to ſave, 
Hands that took - but never gave. 
Keeper of Mammon's iron chef, 

Lo, there ſhe goes, unpitied and unbleſt, 5 
She goes, but not to realas of everlaſting reſt ! 
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Plunderer of Armies, lift thine eyes, 
(A while forbear, ye tortwing flends), 
Seeſt thou whoſe flep, unwilling hither bends ? 
No fallen Langel, build from upper ice; 
Tis thy truly guondam Mate, 
' Doomed to ſhare thy fiery fate, | 
She, tardy, hell-ward plies. 
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And are they of no more avail, 
Ten thouſand glittering pounds a year? 
In other worlds can Mammon fail, 
Omnipotent as he is here? ? 
O, bitter mockery of the pompous bier, 
While down the wretched vital part is driven 
The cave-lodged beggar, with a conſcience clear, 


Expires i in rags, unknown, and goes to Heaven.) 


CA = 7 WEE ee 


A Gentleman who held the Patent for bis Honours 
immediately from Almighty God! 


— 
But now. hits radiant courſe is run, 
For Matthew's courſe was bright; 
Hit Soul was like the glorious ſun, 
A matchleſs Heavenly Light! * _ -> 


DEATH ! thou tyrant fell and bloody ! 
The meikle devil wi' a woodie 
Haurl thee hame to bis black ſmiddie, : 
| O'er burcheon hides, 
And like bock ähh come o'er bis ſtuddie | 
WM | Wi' thy auld Hoes! 


Al 


He's gane ! he's gane! he's frae us torn, 
The ae beſt fellow e'er was born! 
Thee, Matthew, Nature's ſel ſhall mourn 
ö * By wood and wild, 
Where, haply, Pity ſtrays forlorn, . 
a Frae man exil'd. 


Te hills, near neebors o' the ſtarns, 
That proudly cock: your creſting cairns; 
Te cliffs, the haunts of ſailing yearns, 
| Where Echo ſlumbers. 
ow] join, ye Nature's ſturdieſt bairns, 


My wailing numbers. 


- Mourn, ilka grove the cuſhat kens ; 

Ye hazly ſhaws and briery dens; 

Ye burnies, wimplin down your glens, 

| Wi' toddlin din, ; 
Or foaming, ſtrang, wi haſty ſtens, 
| Frae lin to lin. 


Mourn little barebells o'er the lee; 
Ye flately fox-gloves fair to ſre ; - 
| Ye woodbines hanging bonnilie, 
In ſcented bowers; 
Ye roſes on Jour thorny tree, 
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At dawn, when every graſſy blade 
Droops with a diamond at his head, 
At even, when beans. their fragrance ſhed, 
P th' ruſtling gale, 
Ye maukins whiddin thre? the glade, 
Come join my wall. 


Mourn, ye wee ſongfters o' the wood ; 
Ve grouſs that crap the heather bud; 
Ye curlews calling thro? a clud ; 
Ye whiſtling plover; 
And mourn, ye whicring paitrick brood; 
He's gane for ever! 


' Mourn, ſooty coots, and ſpeckled teals ; 
Ye fiſher herons, watching eels ; 
Ye na and drake, wi” airy wheels 
Circling the lake: 
Ye bitterns, till the quagmire reels, 
Rair for his ſake. 


Mourn, clamouring craiks at cloſe o day 
Mang fields o flowering claver gay; 
And when ye wing your annual way 
P race our cauld more, 
Tell chae far Ae wha lies in clay, 


Wham we deplore. 


. 1 
Ye houlets, frac your 1. bower, 
In ſome auld tree, or eldritch tower, 
What time the moon, wi filent glowr, 
| Sets up her horn, 


Wai thro' the dreary midnight hour 
| ("Ow waukrife morn, 


O, rivers, foreſts, bills, and 8 | 
Oft have ye heard my canty ftrains : 
But. now, what elſe for me remains 
But tales of woe; 
And frac my een the drapping rains | 
* ever . 


Mourn, Spring, thou beg of the year; 
Uk cowſlip cup ſhall kep a tear: 
Thou, Simmer, while each corny ſpear 
| | Shoots up its head, 
Thy gay, green, flowery treſſes near, 
For him that's dead. 


Thou, Autumn, wi” thy yellow hair, 
In grief thy fallow mantle tear; 
Thou, Winter, hurling thro the air 
| "The roaring blaſt, 


Wide o'er the naked world declare 


The wth wore ohh. 
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Mourn him thou Sun, great ſource of light; 
Mourn, -Empreſs of the filent night : , 
And you, ye twinkling ſtarnies bright, 

My Matthew mourn 
For through your orbs he's ta'en his flight, 
-  Neeer to return. 


O, H*****##**+* ! the man! the brother! 
And art thou gone, and gone for ever! 
And haſt thou croſt that unknown river, 
| Life's dreary bound! 
Like thee, where ſhall I find another, 
The world around! 


AC 


Go to your ſculptur'd tombs, ye Great, 
Ia a' the tinſel traſh o' flate! 
But by thy honeſt turf I'll wait, 
Thou man of worth! 
And weep the ae beſt fellow's fate 
Eber 4 in earth. 


Tus Erirarg. 


Stop, paſſenger ! my ſtory's brief, 
And truth I ſhall relate, man; 

I tell nae common tale o' grief, 
For Matthew was a great man. 
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If thou uncommon merit haſt, 

Yet ſpurn'd at Fortunes door, man; 
A look of pity hither caſt, 
For Matthew was a poor man. 


If chou a noble ſodger art, 
That paſſeſt by this grave, man, 


dere moulders here a gallant heart 


For Matthew was a brave man. 


If chou on men, their works and ways, 
Canft throw uncommon light, man; 
Here hes wha weel had wou thy praiſe, 
For Matthew was a bright man. 


I thou at Friendlhip's ſacred ca- 
Wad life itſelf reſign man; 

Thy ſympathetic tear maun fa', 

For Matthew was a kind man! 


— 


I thou art ſtaunch without a ſtain, 


Like the unchanging blue man; 
This was a kiniman o thy Au, 
For Matthew was a ue man. 


I thou haſt wit, and fun and fre, 
And ne'er gude wine did fear, man; 

This was thy billie, dam, and fire, 

For Matthew was à queer man. 
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If ony whiggiſh whingin ſot, | 
To blame poor Matthew dare, man; 
May dool and ſorrow be his lot, 
For Matthew was a rare man. 


MARY QUEEN OF SCOTS, 


ON THY 


APPROACH OF SPRING. 


5 Now Nature bang her 3 green 
On every blooming tree 
And ſpreads her ſheets o' daiſies white 
Out o'er the grafly lea: 
No Phœbus chears the cryfial fireams, | 
. And glads the azure ſkies; . | 
But nought can glad the weary wight 


That faſt is Jurance he. 


* 

Now laverocks wake the merry morn, 
Aloft on dewy wing; f 

The merle, in his noontide bower, 
Makes woodland echoes ring; 

The Mavis. wild wi' many. a note, 
Sings drowſy day to reſt ; 

In love and freedom they rejoice, 
Wi' care nor thrall oppreſt. 


Now blooms the lily by the bank, 
The primroſe down the brae z 
The hawthorns budding in the glen, 
And milk-white is the flac: 
The meaneſt hind in fair Scotland 
May rove their ſweets amang ; 
But 1, che Queen of 2 Scotland, 
Maun lie in priſon ſtrang. 
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I was the Queen o bonie France, 
Where happy I hae been; 

Fu' lightly raſe I on the morn, 
As blythe lay down at een : 

And I'm the ſovereign of Scotland, 
And mony a traitor there; 

Yet here I lie in foreign-bands, - 
And never ending care. 


T0073 
But as for thee, thou falſe woman, Ivy 
My fiſter and wy fac, . - - 
Grim vengeance, yet, ſhall whet a ſword - 
That thro' thy ſoul ſhall gae: 
The weeping blood in woman's breaſt 
Was never known to thee ; MME” 
Nor th* balm that draps on wounds of woe 
rn woman 's pitying e e. 
My ſon! my al may kinder ſtar . * 
Upon thy fortune ſt.ine!. — 
And may thoſe pleaſures gild thy reign, 
That ne'er wad blink on mine! 
God keep thee frac thy mother's faes, 
Or turn their hearts to thee : ; a 
And where thou meet'ft thy mother's friend, 
Remember him for me | 


* 


O! foon, to me, may ſummer ſuns 
Nae mair light up the morn! | 
Nae mair, to me, the autumn wings | | 
: Ware o'er the yellow corn ! ny 
— And i in the narrow houſe o* death 

| Let winter round me raves. 

And the next flowers, that deck the ſpring, 
Bloom on amy peaceful ow . 


| Larne crippled of an arm, and now-a leg, 
About to beg a paſs for leave to beg; 

Dull, liſtleſs, teaſed, dejected, and depreſt, 
(Nature is adverſe to a criple's reſt); 

Will generous G***** lift to his Poet's wail ? 
(eit ſoothes poor Miſery, hearkening to her tale), 
And hear him curſe the light he firſt ſurveyed, 
And doubly curſe the luckleſs rhyming trade. 
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No heels to bear him from the opeuing dun; 
No claws to dig, his hated fight to ſhun; 


And thoſe, alas! not Amalthea's horn : 


And ſcorpion Critics cureleſs venom dart. 


: 
— 
. 
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e Nature, partial Nature 1 arraign; 0 
Of thy caprice maternal I complain. | Th 
| The lion and the bull thy care have found, * 
One ſhakes the foreſt, and one ſpurns the ground: H. 

Thou givſt the aſs his hide, the ſnail his ſhell, 
Th' envenomed waſp, victorious, guards his cell. N 
© Thy minions, kings defend, controul, devour, Dy 
In all th' omnipotence of rule and power,— Hi 
Foxes and ſtateſmen, ſubtile wiles enſure; By 
The cit and polecat ſtink, and are ſecure, Fo 
Toads with their poiſon, -doftors with their drug, Th 
be prieft and hedgehog in their robes are ſnug. Ti 
Eren filly woman has her warlike arts, At 
Her tongue and eyes, her dreaded ſpear and darts. * 
$ But Oh! thou bitter ſtep-mother and hard, | - 

To thy poor fenceleſs, naked child the bard! f 

A thing unteachable in world's {kill, 72 
And half an idiot too, more helpleſs Rill, Fe 


No horns, but thoſe by luckleſs Hymen worn, 


No nerves olfa&t'ry, Mammon's truſty cur, 
Clad i in rich Dulneſs comfortable fur. 

In naked feeling, and in aching pride, 

He bears the unbroken blaſt from every fide: 
Vampyre bookſellers drain bim to the heart, 


If 
V 
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Critics —appalled,” I venture on the name, 


— 1 


Thoſe cut - throat bandits in the paths of fame: 
Bloody diſſectors, worſe than ten Monroes; 
He hacks to teach, they mangle to expoſe. 


His heart by cauſeleſs wanton malice wrung 
By blockhead's daring into. madneſs ſtung ; 
His well-won bays, than life itſelf more dear, 
By miſcreants torn, who ne'er one ſprig muſt wear: 
Foiled, bleeding, tortured, in the unequal ſtrife, 
The hapleſs poet flounders on thro? life. 
Till fled each hope that once his boſom fired, 
And fled each Muſe that glorious once infpired, - 
Low ſunk in ſqualid, unprote&ed age. [ 


Dead, even reſentment, for his injured page, 
He heeds or feels no more the ruthleſs Critic's rage! 


80, by ſome hedge, the generous ſteed deceaſed, 
For half-ſtarved ſnarling cura a dainty feaſt; 
By toil and famine wore to ſkin and bone, 3 
Les, ſenſeleſs of each tugging bitch's ſon, 


O Dulneſs l portion of the truly bleſt ! 
Calm ſheltered baven of eternal reſt! 

Thy ſons ne'er madden in the fierce extremes 
Of Fortune” s polar froſt, or torrid beams. 

If mantling high ſhe fills the golden cup, 3 
With ſober ſelfiſh'eaſe they ſip it up; 5 
Conſcious the hounteous meed they well deſerve, 
They only wonder ky ſome folks?” do not ſtarve. 
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The grave ſage hern thus eaſy picks his frog, 

And thinks the Mallard a ſad worthleſs dog. 

When diſappointment ſnaps the clue of hope, 

And thro! diſaſtrous night they darkling grope, 

With deaf endurance ſluggiſhly they bear, 

And juſt conclude that « fools are fortune's care.” 

So, heavy, paſſive to the tempeſt's ſhocks, 

ms on | the rn b ſtands the ſtupid ox. 


Not ſo the idle Muſes \ mad-cap train, 

Nor ſuch the workings of their .moon-ſtruck brain; 
In equanimity they never dwell, | 

By turns ia ſoaring heaven, or vaulted hell. 


I dread thee, Fate, relentleſs and ſevere, 
With all a poet's, huſband's, father's fear! 
Already one ſtrong hold of hope js loſt, 
- Glmcairn, the truly noble, lies in duſt ; 
_ _ (Filed, like the ſun eclips'd at noon appears, ? 
And left us darkling in a world of tears : 3 
O! hear my ardent, grateful, ſelfiſh prayer ! 
Fee, my other ſlay, long bleſs and ſpare! 
Thro' a long life his hopes and wiſhes crown; 
And bright in cloudleſs ſkies his ſun go down; 
May bliſs domeflic ſmooth his private path; 
Give energy to life; and ſoothe his lateſt breath, 
; With * a All tear 9 the bed of death! 


4 


« h * 4 


1! 


* 1 


SS 
THE 
*S FL V-ER- GG UN; 
„ 
MAKES WISDOM W FOLLY STARE ! 


41 © No 
CANTO I. | 


Ar bony morning, clear and ſunny, 

Our trades, wha ay like to be funny, 

And ſpend a wee flight o' their money 
On uſquabae, * 


Forgather'd, for their + Siller Gunny 


To ſhute that day. 


% 


* This and the following, Poem, Halkeo- E'en, (both much ia 
the ſtyle of Burns”) are the Production of a Scottiſh Bard of 
the name of Joux Main. | 8 

＋ The Silver Gun was preſented by one of our Scots monarchs 


| tothe incorpofated. trades of Dumfries, che practice of ſhooting 
for which is no leſs ancient than that for the Silver Arrow, ob- 


lerved at Edinburgh. To promote a thirſt for military atchieve. 
ments ſeems to have been the original intention; to attain which, 
it Was to be ſhot for once every two years; but, from the great 
expence with which this cuſtom is attended, it has not been 
lo frequently obſerved of late. 
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Wi hat as black as ony raven, 
Weel powther'd wiggie, beard new ſhaven, 
And ka kind of cleeding having 


In trim array, 
Furth cam ilk ane, ſome cheap year's ſaving 


To ware that day. 


Fair fa' them, honeſt cadgie carles, 
Lang may they lieve, ay free o' quarrels, 
And tipple aye frae gude tight barrels, 

For, be my certie, 
They were as braw as ony earls, 
And een right hearty. 


Nae feck o fowk could boaſt mae dainties; 
A' ben our lairds now rack their reuties, 


Whilk gars our canty coek- a-· benties 
Wear hodden-grey; 
Yet ilka journey man and *prentice 


Was nod that day. 


For, as they gaen alang the cawſcy, 
WY ilka thing ſae trig and gawſy, 
They ſtaw the heart frae mony a lutte, 
Right blate away, 
Whilk act them, wha afore were ſaucy, 
doilt that day. 


As ger?rals aft their ergbpe 3 
To ſee they a' be trig and clean; 


151 
dae now, the dinlin drums, I ween, 
Were beat to arms; 
And honeſt fowk were deav'd bedeen, 
Wi' war's alarms. 


Syne auld and young, o' ilka callin', 
Were a' in order made to fall in; 
And, ay the mair to keep the ſaul in, 
£ And baniſh wae, 
The bony bells made nae devallin, 
wr Joy that day. 


—Hecb, Sirs! what crouds were gather'd round, 
To ſee them daiker thro? the town! 
Lad, laſs and wean—wives, black and brown, 
Wyr age grown grey, 
Cam, adging fain, to gre their boon 
O' praiſe that day. 


F'en blithe to ſee them trigly dreſt, 
Auld Eyes was there amang the reſt 
And while, wi' joy, her ſides ſhe preſt, 
Like mony mae, 


Her approbation was expreſt, 
In words like thae : 


Wow! but it gars anes heart loup light 

To ſee auld fowk ſae cleanly dight ! 
Eden now, our Gr orpit looks as tight 

| As the firſt time 

4 His \Uviming haffets bleſs'd my ſight, 


When in his prime l“ 


1 


But Silence, on ilk laſſieꝰs part, 
Spak mair than words cou'd e'er impart. 
Deep ſighs, the language o' the heart, 
f Will aft reveal 
A flame, which a' the pow'r o' art 
Can ſcarce conceal. 


Wo fiddles play ing, colours fleeing, 
And mony a thing weel wordy ſeeing, 
Down to the * Craigs, a“ weel agreeing, 
1 | They gaed awa; 
'T'wad made ane laugh, tho' they'd been deeing, 
To ſee them a': 


As fierce, I trow, as ony gled, 
I deacon march'd-afore his trade: ; 
Auld chields, wha had to arms been bred 
Lang e'er + Bellile, . 
Them a', like ony ſodgers led 
| In rank and file. 


Ilk ane had guns: there's mony trimmer, 
For maift o' them, I'd lay a brimmer, 
Hadna been ſhot this mony a Simmer, 

| They gaed fic dints ; 
And ſome, thro' fear, had bits o' timmer 
Inſtead o' flints. 


; 


# About $ tile from Dumfries, + The ſiege of Bellifle. - 
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Ithers, (for Need maks mony a fen,) 
Fill's up their touch-holes wr? a pin; 
And, as in twenty there was ten 


Worm- eaten ſtocks, 
dae here and there, a rozit-end, 


Held on their locks. 


- And then, to ſhaw what diff *rence flands 

Twieſt him that gets and gie commands, 

Swords, that upſheath'd: ſin' * Pre ſtonpans, 
Neglected lay, 

Were now brought out, 10. deck the hands 

1 O' chiefs, that day. 


(But thae were ſcenes, alaikanie ! 
Fit only + Fe x6vs0n, for thee ; 
For ony ane, wi? ha'f an eie, f 
Fu' weel may ken, 
lt diſna ſet, fic chiels as me, 


Sae hiegh to ſten. "I 


\ 


> 


* The battle of Preſtonpans, - 


7 Mr. Robert Ferguſon, well known for his ingenions com- 
Politions in the Scots dial ect. 
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CANTO II. 


Vr wha ha'e been at * Hallow-Fair, | 
And ſeen the pleys that happen there, 
Or, acblins, read its frolics rare, 
| In Razme's lay, 
Can only now, wi' it, compare 
The fports that day. 


Like ony camp; around a hill 
Were boorick made wi' meikle ſkill, 
Pang'd to the eie wi' mony a jill 
| | O' a kind liquor, 
Where fowk might coſhly crack. their fill, 
Or bend the bicker. 


Sang in thae tents, where few could ſee, 
On givet-ſcats, kuir'd wr a tree, 
Auld birkies innocently flee, 
Upo? their dow Pp, 
Were e'en as blithe as blithe cou'd be, 
Wi cap and ftowp. 


Pleas'd, they'd recount, wi' meikle joy, 
How aft they'd been at fic a ploy, 


An annual Fair of that name, held at Ediaburgh, and ba- 


mourouſi deſcribed by the ingenious Ferguſſon. 
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Wi' a' their names, their eild, employ, 
And youthfu' play, 

Wha'd ever won this tirley toy 


Sin' *® Jamie's day.“ 


And mony a crack and weel-wail'd tale, 
Bout bauld fore-bears, whilk ne'er does fail | 
Baith ſaul and body to regale 
Wi' matchleſs pow'r, 
Wad thro? the lee-lang day prevail, 
Till a was owr. 


— When wives, or ither cares, perplex us, 
When ſenſeleſs gilligawkies vex us, 
Or, waeſuck! eild and poortith gecks us 


Wi ragged duds, 
"DE il haet ſae weel frac grief protects us 
As reeming ud | | 


Here owed. 0 n bee VIEW were ſeen, 
Where laſſes dancing unco keen, 


Aft, winking i' their pauky ein, 
Sic glances ga'e, 
As gart ſome wanton fallows grien 


For night that day, 


—When ſome auld-farran knackic billie, 
Hads to his joe wi mony a jillie, 


* One of the James's is laid to de founder of this mecha ge! 
ſeſtival. | 
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Wha "IRE her breaſt as white's a lilie, 
And leggies tight, 


Goh! cou'd a prieſt reſtrain his willie 
In ſic a plight! 


Sac to the whuns, frae mang the thrang, 
Whiles ane or twa or ſac wad gang; 
| Where tales o“ love, and eke a ſang, 
| Shot time away, 
And youngſters got what they did lang 
For— mony a day. 


Amang the lave was kintry Johny, 
WY his joe Meg, as brac as ony: 
She thought, nae doubt, berſel as bony 
43s ony there; 
But, lang ere e' eu, her eockernony 1 
Was toozel'd fair: 


She, filly, fimple, hame-bred hirn, 
Had never ſcen a rakift phizzy, 
- Sac took, frac chields wha were right hizzy, 
" by Q? uſquabae, 
rn. laik-a-nie ! baith fick and dizzy 
Was ſhe, that day. 


A tines like this, when chiclds are cairin' 


Wi' ilka ane they meet, a fairin', 

They Il never ſtap to ery for mair in 
O' liquor clear; 

But women-fowk ſhou'd ay be ſpairin' 


; O' ficcan gear: 


"ad 
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For, owr the mind when Drink prefides, 
To pranks o' fin and ſhame it guides 
In Wiſdom's ways it never prides, 
But brings to light 
A thouſand fau'ts, which reaſon hides 
Clean out o' ſight. 


Bi this time now, wi' mony a dunner, 
Auld guns were brattlin aff like thunner: 
Auld fowk, wi” joints maiſt dung aſunner, 

Were in diſmay ; 
For ſhou'der-blades gat mony a lunner 
Frae guns, that day. 


—Hech ! fic a weary wark was here 
»T'ween mad Ambition and baſe Fear! 
It ſennil fails, or far or near, 


That many a ſcore 
Are keen o' trades which Nature ne'er 
Ordaia'd them for. 


Ae fallow there, pujr filly cawf, 
Held out his gun as't been a ftaff, 
Turn'd back bis head, tho' haft-agd-haff 
| He was, they ſay, 
And, panting, cry'd, „ Sirs! is ſhe aff?” 
Wi” fear, that day. 


Anither chield, wae worth the oon; 
Rampag d and cwv'd like a dragon; | 
B 4 
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But leaning on his hunkers down, 
To fire away, 

He mifbchav'd, which did confound 
A' fowk that day! 


Puir gowk ! ne'er us'd wi' wars alarms, 
Or taught to handle fire-arms, 
His fears foreſaw a thouſand harms 
| Approaching faſt, 
Till Nature, veiling a' her charms, 
| Gaed way, at laſt. 


To crown the hale — about the gloamin, 
The Siller Gun was won bi“ no mar! 


Warſe deeds hae gi en to mony a Roman 
Eternal fame; 
But e are grown ſac common, 
They ve tint” the name! 


—— 


Proud wi' their luck, (afore tho" douſe 


And quaint as ony haff- fell d mouſe, ) 
E'en now, the taylors craw d ſae crouſe, 
TI ge my aith, 
Had ony ane yd « Prick-a-louſe !” 
- There had been fkaith. 


| Syne, hame they gaed, Like magic ſpell, 


Some e 7 57 and ichers Fl; 


In 1977, the ene Gun was won a by a member of the 


"iacorporatiou of Taylors, - 'L 


E. 


While mony a ane, the Muſe cou'd tell, 
Like new-ſpean'd weans, 
Cou'd nowther gang, unheld, themſel', 
Or ftand their lanes. - 


But, ſhou'd the canty Muſy reel 
Over a' the pranks o' ilka chiel,” 
She'd, may be, tramp on ſome fair heel, 

| [00 duil and wae!) 
Whaſe neeves wad, aeblins, gar ber ſqueel 
For that ſome day! 


© bo SANTO 
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CANTO Ul. 


As in the eourſe o' ſome campain, 
The grun is cover'd owr wi' ſlain ; 
Sac now, in Barleycornian ſtrain, 


Ye eith might view, 
Ahiat the lave, ſome fallows fain 
To lye and' ſpew. 


Ithers again, juiſt haff-and-haff, 
(Ay nichrin' out the tither gaaff ) 
; Dang mony a hat and wiggie off 
In wanton play, 
Til, peace be here! wi' neeve and ſtaff 
They feught that day ! 


- As flames frac ſparks their greatneſs rear, 
Aſt daffin leads to bluidy weir; 
It chanc'd, a dainty ſontar here, 
Like Criſpin dreſt, 
Had a' the robes which princes wear 
At birth-day feaft ; 


— 


This dreſs, cho nought cou'd happen droller, 
Bred the puir ſoutar meikle dolour ; 


2 


A taylor fallow, nae great ſcholar, 


WY mony a bann, 
Took honeſt Criſpin bi the collar, 
| | And thus 3 : 


„ 


A 


Ye gude- for- naething ſoutar hafh, 

(Tho' powther decks ye'r earrot paſh,) 

Tell me, I ſay, ſin griev'd, J fauſh, - 
Withoutten charter, 

What right ye hae to wear this ſaſh, 

Or ftar and garter? 
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Let gang ye'r grips! or, bi mi ſaul, 

Were I but ance within my ſtaul, 

Bi a“ that's Gnde ! my peggin-awl, 
Ye deevils buckie, 

Shou'd jag and tear ye, ſpaul frae ſpaul, 

Like ony chuckie! 


It ſets ye weel, indeed to jeer 
Or queſtion me for what 1 wear; 
I repreſent King Criſpin here ! 
While, fye for ſhame, 
Ye'r louſy craft to manhood ne'er 
Cou'd yet lay claim. 


— _ 


— 
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F ing Criſpin - wale o' ilka loon 
That ever robb'd or rul'd a town: 
I mind to hear, like ſome baboon 
That apes its betters, 
He claim'd pretenſions to a crown, | 
And dee'd in fetters. 
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Inſult my Chieftain, ony place, 
Shall never ane o' taylor race; 
And ſin' ye've dar'd, afore my face, 


His name to blacken, 
Ye'ſe owther feght, or dree diſgrace - 


To ſave ye'r - bacon. 


* Agreed,” quo Prickie, when he faun 
Hiaſel' in fic a hubble drawn; 
« That, tho? a taylor, I'm a man, 
« Yee own content; 
a Elſe, a as ye fin' me, juidge the clan 
« I repreſent !” 


Now Expectation fil'd ilk breaſt 
Wy? dread o what might happen nieſt: 


FF. 


dae crouſe the twa ſet up their erieſt 
Afore the tuilie, 
Fork thought, in ither's waems, at leaſt, 


They d ſheath a gullie. 


Arm'd wi' the law-broad and the ſhears, 
The taylor i' the front appears; 
While Criſpin, wha, in CuARxLis's weirs, 
Had nobly bled, | 
A hazel-rung in triumph rears, 


And, dauntleſs ſaid : - 


„Now tak, thou warſt o' worthleſs things, 
The vengeance due frae lighted kings!“ 
' Wi that his doublet aff he flings, - 
* And, in a wee, 
The cudgel, or the law-broad, rings 
Alternately. 


To ſee fair play, or help a frien', 
Fowk flammer d frac a' airths bedeen; 
Auld wives, to red them, ran between, 

| Like Amazons, 
And nought was heard ſyne owr the green, 
But ſkraichs and groans. 


Nor cou'd ve ken, wi' niceſt care, 
Wha wan, or wha, was licked there; . 


e 
Pell-mell they feught, foul play or fair 
Was a' the ſame, 
And friens and faes lay every where, 
Baith blig* and lame. 


To comfort thae, (inch-thick o' glar, 
His ein japann'd, and chafts a. char, ) 
e thankfu', Sirs, it is nae war,” HERS 
T (Quo' Vaedam Bryen) 
&« A lievin' dog is better far 
Than a dead lyon!“ 


Let ane, tho' crooked, tak a chappin, 
He'll think there's few mair tight or ſtrappin; 
| Fe- crouſely will he cock his tappin, 

3 Like man o' wein 
Wha, freſh, had but a gun been ſnappin, 
Wad ſwat wi' fear. 


- Sae was't that day; for rowth o' thae 
Wha, wanting drink, nae mettle ha'e, 
A mony a fearfu' lunner ga'e, 
But dread or ſhame, 
Till they, wi' ribs baith black and blae, 
Were draggled hame. 


When fowk are in a merry pin, 
Weel fortify'd wi' Highland gin, 
They'll eithly thole a weel-pey d ſkin, 
| Like leber, teugh,) 
And nowther care nor ſorrow fin' | 

For lang anough: 
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But, ſuin as ſober ſenſe returns, 


Yeſtreen's debauch the Drunkard mourns A 
His feckleſs body aft he turns, Be 


The pain to lay; ; 
Sair griev'd, baith head and heart aik burns 


Wi' bim nieſt day. 


HALLO. 
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HALLOW E'EN. 
HA . 


4. 


= BY THE SAME. 
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The Morn is our tude Hallow-E'en, 
And our Court s' wil) ride; SY 
Gin-ony Maiden Wins her man, 
Then ſhe may be bis bride. 
O Ballad * de Parny cosas. 


3 a* the feſtivals we hear, 
Frae Handſel-Munday till New-year, 
There's few in Scotland held mair dear 
8 For mirth, I ween, 
Or yet can boaſt 0 better cheer, 
Than * Hallow-e'en. 


» Hallow-E'cn, or Holy-Eve, is the evening previous to the 
celebration of all Saints. That it is propitious to the rites of 
divination, is an opinion ſuill * in many patts of 
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Langſyne, indeed, (as now in climes _ 
Where prieſts, for filler, pardon crimes, ) 
The kintry 'round in Popiſh rhimes 
Did pray and graen; 
But cuſtoms vary wi' the times, 
. At Hallow- eben. 


Rang'd 'round a bleezing ingle- ſide, 
Where nowther cauld nor hunger bide, 
The farmer's houſe, wi' ſecret pride, 
. Will a' conveen; 
For that day's wark is thrawn aſide 
, At Hallow-e' en. 


Placꝰd at ann ſits, 

And deals 'round apples, pears, and nits; 

Synes tells her gueſts, how, at ſic bits 
Where ſhe has been, 

Bogles ha'e gart fowk tyne their wits: 

1 At Hallow- een. 


Griev'd, ſhe e how, bi miſchance, p 


Puir Pooſſy's fore'd a night to prance 

Wi” Fairies, wha, in thouſands, dance 
Upon the green, 

Or Fail wy Witches our to France, 
At Hallow-e” en. 


Syne, ifſu'd frae the gardy- chair, 
(For that's the ſeat of empire there,) 
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To kvir the table wi? what's rare, 
Commands are gen; 
That' a“ fu' daintily may fare 
| At Hallow-een. 


And when they're tuim'd ik heaped plate, 
And a' things are laid out o gate, 
To ken their matrimenial mate, 
The youngfters, keen, 
Search a' the dark decrees o Fate 
At een en. 


A ies prepar'd In REA ** 
Goſh guides! what fearfu* pranks enſue ! 
Some i' the kiln-pat thraw a clue, — 
At whilk, bedeen, 
Their fweet-hearts bi the far-end pu 
At Hallow-c'en. 


Ithers, a i' ſome uncanny gift, 
Jn ane auld barn a riddle hft, | 
Where thrice pretending corn to ſift, 
WY? charms between, 
Their joe appears, as white as drift, 
5 f At Hallow-e en. 


But, *twere a langſome tale to tell 
The gates o ilka charm and ſpell : 
| Aance, gaun to faw hemp-ſeed himſel 
3 Puir Jock M Lean, 
Plump i in a filthy peat · pot fell, 
$ At Hallow-c'en: 
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Haff-fell'd wi' fear, and drooked weel, - 
He frae the mire dught hardly ſpeel ; 
But, frae that time, the filly chiel' 
Did never :grien 
To caſt his cantrips wi? the De'il, 
At Hallow-e'en. 


— O Scotland! fam'd for ſcenes like this, 
That thy ſous wauk where wiſdom is, 
Till death in everlaſting bliſs 
Shall ſteek their ein, 
Will ever he the conſtant with 
Of 
JOCKIE MEIN, 


_ EPISTLE 


Mr. WALTER RUD DIM AN. 
| Jo 


H: ze, honeſt WaTT1E, may be ſeen 
My hearty thanks to Jocxis Mein; 
But envy or malicious ſpleen, . 

| I do aſſure ye, 


He needna care for.critics keen, 

| WY? 2 their fury. 
® The Silver Cun, Hallow-e'en, &. wee ſeverally inſerted 
in the Edioburgh Weekly Amuſement; to the Publicher of 
which, this Epiſtle, which is a ſhort encomium oa theſe pieces, 
is addreſſed, vol. xliv. 
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His witty ſang, wi' jokes ſae fu', 
Slides juiſt awa like weel-teas'd woo, 


Sae tight and eaſy, faith there's few 


Now 1n our day, 
Can chauut ſae blithe, or ſing ſae true 


1 To Ramſay's lay. 


As I had got ye'r Magazine, 
And glowring owr wr eager ein, 
I met wi' wiuſome Jocxie Mein, 
And bleſs'd the lad 
Syne hy'd me to our herds bedeen, 
wr GOP glad. 


How pleas'd was I ſae eith to trace 
A cheerfu'neſs in ilka face; 
Sae ſuin's I ſhawn them a? the caſe, 
Aud read it o'er, - 


They wiſh'd the callant meikle grace, 


And gow'd galore. 


How happily ilk ſhepherd reads 
Sic tales, clad in plain Scottiſh weeds; 
Een bony laſſies, wi” hiegh heads, 


Do. gladly hear 


Zangs tun'd upo? their native reeds, 


To them ſae dear: 


They now expect ye'll ſing ſac rare, 
And oft deſcribe a Whitſun? Fair, 


1 
1 
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That, for themſels, nae coſt they'll ſpare 


To mak them braw ; | 


Than maun ye tell, wi wit and care, 
They” re bony a': 


They'll a' be there, the kintry *round 
Our Efk:dale laſſies ſay they're bound.. |, 
Ted need to be a wylie loon, 
Like ye'r ain lays, 
Or, trowth, I dread they will ye drown 
WY fowth o' praiſe. 


Lang may ve ſing, weel may ye phraze, 
Ha'e rowth and plenty a' ye'r days; 

And I * 18 a* our green braes | 
; Ken weel yer name; 
I'm ſure ye till fall ha'e the praiſe 

Ot | | 

| ESKDALE TAM. 
— Langholm, 
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ITunes bees frac the hills, 
By fits the ſun's departing beam 
Look'd on the fading yellow mod 


That wav'd o'er Lugar's winding kream : | | 
Beneath a craigy ſteep, a Bard; - 
Laden with years and meikle vai, 
In loud lament bewail'd his lord, +. 
Whom death had all untumely ea. 
Se 


I. 


. 
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le lean'd him to an ancient aik, 


"Whofe trunk was mould'ring down with years; U 
His locks were bleached white with time, p 
His hoary cheek was wet wi' tears; Fe 
1 And as he touch'd his trembling harp, | | p 
And as he tuned his doleful ſang, a 
1 The winds, lamenting thro? their caves, A 
To echo bore the notes alang. | 1 
Ve ſcatter'd birds that faintly ling 5 
The reliques of the vernal quire; f Io 
© Ye woods that ſhed on a' the winds a 
Ihe honours of the aged year, : K. 
4A few ſhort months, and glad and gay, 6 
Again ye'll charm the ear and e'c; 
af Put nocht in all-revolying time  A\ 
2234 Can gladneſs bring * ei; ,, vo 
e A\ 
6 1. am a bending aged tree, 4 
That long has ſtood the wind and rain; 5 © A; 
W- -. * But now has come a cruel blaſt, * 
= © And my laſt hald of earth is gane: . © Ac 
3 Nac leaf o mine ſhall greet the ſpring, Sy 
* Nac ſimmer ſun exalt my bloom; 
But T maun lie before-the ftorni, | | In 
' ns ixpy hom. 5 
. : Th 
| ber een fa mony dtr. years, ; &\ 
Pr On earth I am a ſtranger grown: | Th. 
I wander in the ways of men, 4 4 


Alke unknowing and unknown: The 


11 
„Ucheard, unpitied, unrelievd, 
© I bear alane my lade o' care, 
For ſilent, low, on beds of duſt, 
Lie a' that would my ſorrows ſhare, 


And laſt, (the ſum of a? ) i. 

My noble maſter lies in clay; SHS Ag 
© The flower amang our barons bold, | 

© His country's pride, his country's ſtay : 
In weary being now I pine, 


« For all the life of life is. dead. 
© And hope has left niy aged ken, £20 
On forward wing, for ever fled. 6 OK 
© Awake thy laſt ſad voice, my har; 
The voice of woe and wild deſpair! ST 
Awake, reſound thy lateſt lay, 


© Then fleep in ſilence evermair! 

And thou, my laſt, beſt, only ſriend, 
© That filleſt an untimely tomb, 

Accept this tribute from the Bard | \ 
Thou brought from fortune's mirkeſt * 


In Poverty s low 3 vale, 

Thick miſts, obſcure, involv'd me round; 
Though oft I turned the wiſtful eye, 

© Nae ray of fame was to be found: 
Thou found'ſt me, like the morning ſun 

© That melts the fogs in limpid air, 

The friendleſs Bard and ruſtic ſong, 
| * Became alike thy foſtering care. | 
C2... 
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O! why has worth ſo ſhort a date! 
* While villains ripen grey with time! 
© Muſt thou, the noble, generous, great, 
Fall in bold manhood's hardy prime 
# Why did I ive to ſee that day? 15 Se 
PA dey to as ORB wel | 
O! had I met the mortal ſhaft 
Which laid wy benefactor low! 


The bridegroom may forget the bride, 
Was made his wedded wife yeſtreen z 

6 The monarch may ſorget the crown 

| „That on his head an hour has been; 


The mother may forget the child 

= - © That ſmiles ſae ſweetly ee 
3 IS + But I' remember thee, Glencairn, 

| SO PR ee ee 
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Sent to Six jon Walraponn, of Warrrronn, 
Baxr. 5 the loregoing Poem. 


f - . Fs. hy 7 : . 
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[ HOU, who thy henour ns thy God revert, | 


Who, ſave thy mind's reproach, ndught em thly ſear fl, TN” 


To thee this votive off ring I impart, *- 
The tearful tribute of a broken heart, 
The Friend thou valued ſt, I, the Patron, lov; 
His worth, his honour, all the world approv'd. 

We'll mourn till we too go as he has gone, ; - 


And tread the dreary path to that dark world un- 
known. 155 3 the SACS 
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And drouthy neebors neebors meet, 

As market: days are wearing late, 
A fei begin to tak the gate; 

7 ſit bouſing at the 19 7 | 
ting fou and unce happy, 
think na on the lang Scots miles, 
The moſſes, waters, laps, and Ryles, 
That lie between us and our hame, 

V pare ſits our-ſulky ſullen dame. 
Gathering her brows like gathering don, 
Naurſing ber wrath to keep it warm. 


This truth fand honeſt Tom o Shanter, 

As be frac Ayr ae night did canter, | 
(Auld Ayr, wham ne er a town ſurpaſſes, 
For honeft men and bonny laſſes.) 15 


* 


TAM O SHANTER, 


e nun gr. Bale. 


Gawin Douver s · 


Wars en 


* 
85 
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0 Tam ! hadi chou but been ſae . 
As ta'en thy ain wife Kate's advice; 
She tauld thee weel thou was a ſkellum, 
A blethering, bluſtering, drunken blellum ; 
That frae November till October, 
Ae market-day thou was nae ſober ; 
That ilka melder, wi' the miller, 
Thou fat as lang as thou had filler ; 
That every naig was ca'd a ſhoe on, 
The ſmith and thee gat roaring fou on; 
That at the L—d's houſe, even on Sunday, 
Thou drank wi Kirkton Jean till Monden. 
She propheſied that late or ſoon, 
Thou would be found deep drown'd in Doon; 


Or catceh'd wi' warlocks i in the mirk, 


\ Alloway's auld baunted kirk, 7 


Ah, 3 F it gars me. greek; 
To think how mony counſels ſweet, 


How mony lengthen'd ſage advices," © ö : 
The huſband frae the wife deſpiſes! 


But to our tale: Ae market-night, 

Tam had got planted unco right 

"aſt by an ingle, bleezing finely, | 

Wi reaming ſwats, that drank ow, | 
nd at his elbow, Souter Johnny, 

His ancient, truſty, aan een, 


1 . "=>. ” 
. * 1 15 
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Tam lo'ed him like a vera brither ; 
They had been fon for weeks thegither. 
| The night drave on wi? fangs and clatrer ; 
And ay the ale was growing better: 

The landlady and Tam grew gracious, 

Wi' favours, ſecret, ſweet, and precious: 
The Souter tauld his queereft ſtories; 

The landlord's laugh was ready chorus: 


The ſtorm without might rair and ruſtle, 
Tam did na mind the ſtorm a whiſtle. 


One, mad to ſee a man ſae happy, 
Een drown'd himſel amang the nappy; 
As bees flee bame wi' lades o treaſure, 
The minutes wing'd their way wi” pleaſure 


Kings may be bleſt, but Tam was glorious, * 


O'er a' the ills of life victorious ! 


But pleaſures are like poppics ſpread, 
You ſeize the flower, its bloom is ſhed; 

Or like the ſnow falls in the river, 

A moment white then melts for erer z 
Or like the Borealis race, 
That flit ere you can point their vices 

Or like the rainbow's lovely form 

Evaniſhing amid the ſtorm—. 

Nae man can tether time or tide 3 | 
The hour approgches/Tam maun ride; 


That hour, o' night's black arch the Fey-ſtane, 
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That dreary hour he mounts his beaſt in 
And fic a night he taks the Toad in; 
As ne'er poor finner was abroad in. 


The wind blew as twad bla wu its laſt ; 
The rattling ſhowers roſe on the bla; 
The ſpeedy gleams the darkneſs ſwallow'd ; 
Loud, deep, and lang. the thunder bellow'd # 
That night, a child might underſtand, 
The Deil had buſineſs on his hand. 


Weel mounted on his grey mare, Meg, 
A better never lifted leg, W 
Tam ſkelpit on thro” dub and mire, 
Deſpiſing wind, and rain, and fire; 

Whiles holding faſt his gude blue bonnet x 
Whiles crooning o'er ſome auld Scots fonnet 3 | 
V hiles glowring round wi? prudent cares, 
Left bogles catch him una wares: 

Kirk- Alloway was drawing nigh, 

Where ghaiſts aud houlets nightly ery.— 


By this time he was Croſs the ford, — 
V hare. in the ſnaw, the chapman ſmoor'd y 
And paſt the birks and meikle ſtane, 

Whare drunken Charlie brak's neck-bane 5 - 
And thro' the whins, and by the cairn, + 
Whare hunters fand the murder'd bairn + 

And near the thorn, aboon the well, | © 
Whare Mungo's mither bang'd berſe, — 

Before him Doon pours all bis floods; | 

The doubling ſtorm roars thro the woodse - 

| 0% 
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The lightenings flaſh from pole to pole; 
Near and more near the thunders roll: 
When, glimmering chro' the groaning trees, 
Kirk- Alloway ſeemed in a blecze ; | 
Thro' ilka bore the beams were glancing ; 
And loud reſounded mirth and dancing. — 


Inſpiring bold John Gor 
What dangers thon canſt make us ſcornt 
Wi” tippenny, we fear nae evil; 
Wi uſquabae, well face the devil 
The ſwats ſac ream'd in Tammie's noddle, 
Fair play, he car d na deils a boddle. 
But Maggie ſtood right ſair aſtoniſhed, 
Till, by the heel and hand admoniſh'd 
She ventur d forward on the light ; | 
And, vow ! Tan ſaw an unco Gght ! i 


Warlocks and witches in a dance; TBI 2 


Nae cotillion brent new frac France, 
But hornpipes, jigs, ſtrathſpeys, and reels, 
Put life and mettle in their heels. 

A winnock- bunker in the eaſt; 

There ſat auld Nick, in ſhape 05 * 3 
A towzie tyke, black, grim, and large, 
To gie them muſic was his charge: 

He ſcrew'd the pipes and gart them kit,” 
Till roof and rafters z did. dirl.— 
Coffins ſtood round,, üke open preſſes, 
| That ſhaw'd t the dead ig l . 


„ 


- 


SY 
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And by ſome devilifh cantraip flight 55 
Each in his cauld hand held a light. — 

By which heroic Tam was able . 

To note upon the haly table, 

A murderer's banes in gibbet airns; 
Twa ſpan-lang, wee, unchriſtea'd bairns; 
A thief, new-cutted frac a rape, | 
WY his laſt gaſp his gab did gape ; 

Five tomahawks, wi? blude red-ruſted ; 
Five ſcymitars, wi' murder cruſted ; 

A garter, which a babe had ftrangled ; 
A knife, a father's throat had mangled, 

Whom his ain ſon o' life bereft, 

The, grey hairs yet ſtack to the heft; 
WY mair o horrible and awefu”, 


Which even to name wad be unlawfu'. 


As Tammie glowr'd, amaz'd, and curious, 
The mirth and fun grew faſt and furious: 
The piper loud and louder blew ; 35 
The dancers quick and quicker flew; | 
They reel d, they ſet, they croſs'd, they dleckit, 
Till ilka carlin ſwat and reekit, . 

And cooſt her duddies to the wark, 
And linket at it in ber fark l 


* 


3 Tam, 0 Tam ! had Fas been 8 
A' plump and ſtrapping in their teens, 
Their ſarks, inſtead o' creeſhie flannenn, 
Been e W hunder linen ' 


. 


[ 6 ] 


-  Thir breeks o' mine, my only pair, 
That ance were pluſh, o' gude blue hair, 
1 wad hae gien them off my hurdies, 
For ae blink o' the bonie burdies! 


But wither'd beldams, auld and droll, 
Nigwoodie hags wad ſpean a foal, 
. Lowping and flinging on à crummock, 
I wonder didna turn thy ſtomach. 


But Tam kend what was what fu” brawlie, 


There was ae winſome wench and wawlic, 
That night enliſted in the oore, 

(Lang after kend on Carrick ſhore; - 
For mony a beaft to dead ſhe ſhot, 

And periſh'd mony a bony boat, 

And ſhook baith meikle corn and bear, 
And kept the country-fide in fear.) 

Her cutty fark, o Paiſley yarn, 

That while a laſſie ſhe hae worn, 
In longitude tho? ſorely cant, 
It was her beft, and ſhe was vauntie 
Ah! Ertle kend thy reverend granaie, 
That fark ſhe coft for her wer Nannie, - 
Wy twa pund Scots, ( & 2 
Wad ever graced a dance of —_—_— 


Bot here Sorel her wing maun cours 
Sic flights are far beyond her power; 
To ſing how Nannie lap and flang, 

(A for jt ſhe was and _— 
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And how Tam ſtood, like ane bewitch'd, 
And thought his very een enrich'd ; 

Even Satan glowr'd, and fidg'd fu fain. 
_ And hotch'd and blew wi might and main : 2 
Till firſt ae caper, ſyne anither, 755 
Tam tint his reaſon a' thegither, 

And roars out, . Wee! done, Cutty fark ! 
And in an inftant all vas dark: 
And ſcarcely had he Maggie rallied, 
When out the helliſh legion ſallied. 


* 


As bees bizz out wi' angry fyke, | 
M hen plundering herds. aſſall their byke ; - 
As open puſſie s mortal Wes, 7 
When, pop | ſhe ftarts before their noſe ; 
As eager runs the market-crowd, 
When Catch the thief!” reſounds d 
So Maggie runs, the witches follow, 
Wi' mony an eldritch fkreech and hollow. 


| Ab, Tam! Ah, Tam! thoulll get thy fairin! 


In hell they'll roaſt thee like a herrin 
In vain thy Kate awaits thy comin} - 
Kate ſoon will be a woefu? woman! 
Now, do thy ſpeedy. utmoſt Meg, 
And win the key - Mane * of the brig ; 


It is a well known fact that witches, or any evil ſpirits, 
have no power to follow a poor wight any farther than the 


middle of the next running ſtream. It may be proper 


likewiſe to mention to the benighted traveller, that when he 
falls in with bogles, whatever danger may be in his going for- 


ward, there is much more hazard in turning back. 
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There at them thou thy tail may toſs, 
A running ſtream they dare na croſs. 
But ere the key ſtane ſhe could make, 
The fient a tail ſhe had to ſhake ! 
For Nannie, far before the reſt, 
Hard upon noble Maggie preſt, 
And flew at Tam wi' furious ettle; 
But little wiſt ſhe Maggie's mettle — 
Ae ſpring brought off her maſter hale, 
But left behind her ain grey tail: 
The carlin claught her by the rump, 
And left poor Maggie ſcarce a ſtump. 


—— 


Now, wWha this tale o truth ſhall read, 
Ik man and mother's ſon, take heed: 
Whene'er to drink you are inclin'd, 
Or cutty-ſarks run in your mind, 
Think ye may buy the joys o'er dear, 
Remember Tam a Shanter's mare. 

| —_ 


Re 
4 


— 


Sceing a WounreD Hare Limp by me, : 
which a Fellow had juſt ſhot at. 


Iona man! curſe on thy barb'rons art, 
And blafted be thy murder-aiming eye; 
May never pity ſoothe thee with a ſigh, 

Nor ever Pleaſure glad thy cruel heart! 


Go live, poor wanderer of the wood and field, 
Ihe bitter little that of life remains: 

2 No more the thickening _— and verdant 

plains 
To thee ſhall home, or fred, or paſtime yield, 
Seck, mangled wretch, ſome place of wonted reſt, 
No more of reſt, but now thy dying bed! 

The ſheltering ruſhes whaitling o'er thy bead, 

| The cold earth with thy bloody boſom preſt. 


A 
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Oft as by winding Nith I mufing, wait 
I be ſober eve, or hail the chearful dawn, 
Il miſs thee ſporting o'er the de vy lawn, 
And curſe the ruffian's aim, and mourn 25 hapleſs 
fate. 
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ADDRESS 


To the Snans of Tuouson, on crowning his Bur, 
at Ednam, Roxbourgh-jbire, with Bavs. 


— . ————— 


Wurm rirgin Spring, by Eden's flood, 
Unfolds her tender mantle green, 

Or pranks the ſod in frolic mood, 
Or tunes Eolian ſtrains between. 


While Summer with a matron grace 
Retreats to Dryburgh's cooling ſhade, 

Vet oft, delighted, ſtops to trace 

'The progreſs of the ſpiky blade. 


| While Autumn, bebefactor kind, 
By Tweed erects his aged head, 

And ſees, with ſelf- approving mind, 
Each creature on his bounty fed 


' 
3 


V 


re 
While maniac Winter rages o'er 
The bills whence claſſic Yarrow flows, 


| Roufing the turbid torrent's roar, 
Or ſweeping, wild, a waſte of ſnows, 


So long, . Poet of the year, 
| Shall bloom that wreath thou well haſt won, 
V hile Scotia, with exulting tear, 
Proclaims that T; bomſon was her ſon. . 


my 


Late Car ram Groste's Pray cRINATIONS thro? 
SCOTLAND, 9 the Ken ts of that 
Kixcpon. 5 8 | x 


Has, Land o' Cakes, and brither Scots, 
Frae Maidenkirk to Johnny. Groats ! — 


U there's a hole in a“ your coats, a 
rede you tent it: 


A chield's amang you, taking notes, 
8 | And, faith, he'll prent it. 


Tf in your bounds ye-chance to light 
Upon a fine, fat, fodgel wight, 
0? Rater ſhorty but genius bright, 
IT bat's he, mark weel 


And vow! he has an unco light 
| O' cauk and keel. 


„ 
By ſome auld, hovlet-haunted, biggin *, 
Or kirk deſerted by its riggin, 
It's ten to ane ye'll find him fnug in 
Some eldritch part, 


| Wi deils, they ſay, L- d ſafe's! colleaguin 
At ſome black art.— 


mn beit d that hairats auld-ba' or chamer, | 
Ye gipſy-gang that deal in glamor, * © 
- And you, APV in hell's black grammar, 
Warlocks and witches; 
Yeu quake at his N hammer, 
; Le ITS es. 


Ir's tauld he was a ſodger bred, 
And ane wad rather fa'n than fled ; 
But now he's 5 guat the ſpurtle-blade, 


And dog-ſkin wallet, | £ 


F "ye RED Ow e 
11 I think they call it. 


Fe has a fouth o“ auld nick-nackets : 
Ruſty airt caps and jinglin jackets, 
Wad haud * Lothians three in tackets, 

A A towmort gude: 
And 18 and auld ſaut-backets, 
Before the Flood. 


# Vide his Antiquities of Scotland.” 
+ Vide bis treatiſe on the ancient armour and Weapons. 


"Ws | 
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* 
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Of Eve's firſt fire he has a einder; 
Auld Tubalcain 's fire-ſhool and fender; 
That which diſtinguiſhed the gender 

O' Balaam's aſs ; 
A broom-ſtick o' the witch of Endor, 
Weel ſhod wr braſs. 


N hell ſhape you af fu” gleg, 
The cut of Adam's philibeg ; 
The knife that nicket Abel's craig 
Hell prove you fullys | 
It was a faulding jocteleg, 
Or lang- kail gullie.— 


But wad ye ſee him in his glee, 
For meikle glee and fun bas be, 
Then ſet him down, and twa or three 
Gude fellows wi? him; 
And, port, O port! ſhine thou a wee, | 7 
| | And THEN yell ſee bim! 


Now, by the powers o' Verſe and Proſe! _ 
Thou art a dainty chield; O Groſe != - 
Whae' er o' thee ſhall ill ſuppoſe, | 

; '-.{ They eur miſca* thee ; 


I'd take the rafcal by the noſe, 
Wad ſay, Shame fy chess 


10 


r a very young Lady, 


Written on the blank Leaf of a Book, preſented to 
; her by the Author. 


— 


* p * p 
W.* 


— 


| 3 roſe· bud, young and g gay, 
Blooming on thy early May, 0 
Never may ſt thou, lovely Flower, 
Chilly ſhrink in ſleety ſhower ! 


Never Boreas hoary pez. pl 


Never Eurusꝰ poig'nous breath, | - 
Never baleful ſtellar lights, j 


© - Taint thee with untimely blights ! 


Never, never reptile thief 

| Riot on thy virgin leaf! 
Nor even Sol too fiercely view | . 

Thuy boſom bluſhing till with dew! | 


. 


wt 2 


N . 
May ſt thou long, ſweet crimſon gem, 

Richly deck thy native ſtem ; 
Till ſome evening, ſober, calm, 
Dropping dews, and breathing balm 
While all around the woodland rings, 
And every bird thy requiem ſings; 
Thou, amid the dirgeful ſound, 
Shed thy dying honours round, 
And reſign to parent Earth 

» The lovelieſt form ſhe c'er gave birth. 


X . 
, | 1 . 


Ama, thy charms my boſom fire, 
And waſte my ſoul with care; 
But ah! how bootleſs to admire, 
When fated to deſpair ! 


Tei in thy preſence, lovely Fair, 

To hope may be forgiven ; | 

Poor ſure twere impious to deſpair 
38o much in ſight of Heaven. 


N ＋ 2 8 
*. ** _ ” 


On 
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On reading, in a Newsrarzs, the Dearn of . 
JI M-L——, Esq, Baorn vn to a Young ye 
Lab, a particular Fai: xv of the AuTuar's. 


Sap thy tale, thou idle page 
And rueful thy alarms : 

Death tears the brother of her love 
From Iſabella's arms. | 


Sweetly deckt with pearly dew 
The morning roſe may blow; 
But cold ſucteſſive noontide blaſts 

May lay its beauties low. 


Fair on Tſabella's morn - | 
The ſan propitious ſmil'd ; N Ef 
But, long ere noon, ſucceeding clouds | 

Succeeding hopes beguil'd. 


Fate often tears the boſom chords 34k 0 
That Nature fineſt ſtrung: | : 
So Habella's-trart was form'd, 
And ſo that heart was wrung. © PEP 1s 
On vn II. D | N 


* / 


nl 


Omnipotence alohe can heal, 
The deadly wound he gave; 
-_ point the brimful grief-worn eyes 


Virtue's bloſſoms there ſhall blow, 
And fear no withering blaſt ; 
There Ifabells's ſpodefierarth © - 
Shall happy be at laſt. 


— 2 —— 
THE 
HUMBLE PETITION 
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NOBLE DUKF OF ATHOLE. 


v Lord, I know, e og 
\ Woe ne der affails in vain; 

* Emboleo2 tha, L beg you'll hear 
. 


* 


hy e Falls, ja * sb 
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How ſaucy Phatbus' ſcorching beams 
In flaming ſummer- pride, 


Dry-withering, waſte my foamy ny" 
And drink my eryllal tide, © 


The kghtly-jumping: glowrin trouts, 


That thro' my waters play, 


If, in thy random, wanton ſpouta, 
They near the margin iray ; 


If, hapleſs-chance ! they linger lang, | 


I'm ſcorching up ſo ſhallow, 
They're left, the whitening ftanes amang, 
In gaſping death ta wallow. 


Laſt day I grat wi' ſpite and teen, 
As Poet B**** came by, 


| That, to a Bard, I ſhould be ſcen 


Wi' half my channel dry: 
A panegyric rhyme, I ween, 
Even as I was he ſhor'd me; 


But had I in my glory been, 
He, kneeling, wad ador'd me. 


Heie, foaming down the ſkelvy ranks + 


Ia twiſting ſtrength I rin; 


There, high my bailing torrent ian 
Wild roaring o'er a linnn | 


D. 3 
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Enjoying large each ſpring and well 
As nature gave them me, 

J am, altho' I ſay't myſel, 
Worth gaun a mile to fee, 


Would then my noble maſter pleaſe 
To grant my higheſt wiſhes, | 
He'll ſhade my banks wi' towering w__ 
And bonie ſpreadiag buſhes. 


- Delighted doubly then, my Lord, 


Yau'll wander on my banks, | 


And liſten mony a grateful bird 
Return you tuneful thanks, 


© be ſober laverock, warbling wild, | 
Shall to the ſkies aſpice ; 

« The gowdſpink, Muſic's gayeſt child, 

+ Bhall ſweetly join the choir: 
The blackbird ſtrong, the lintwhite clear, 

I be mavis mild and mellow; | 

4 The robin penſive Autumn Ginn, 

0 all her locks of *. 


E too, a covert ſhall enſure, 
To ſhield them from the florm; 
And coward mauk in ſleep ſecure, 


bu 
Here ſhall the ſhepherd make his ſeats 


To wave his crown of flowers ; 
Or find a ſheltering, ſafe retreat, 
| From prone deſcending ſhowers, 


And here, by ſweet endearing ſteallb, 
Shall meet the loving pair, 


Deſpiſing worlds with all their wealth 
As empty idle care: 


The flowers fhall vie in all their charms. 


The hour of heaven to grace, 
And birks extend their fragrant arms 
J To ſereen the dear embrace. 


Here haply too, at vernal dawn, 

Some mufing bard may ſtray, 

And eye the ſmoking, dewy lawn, 
And miſty mountain grey; ; 

Or, by the reaper's nightly beam, 

| Mild-chequeriog thro? the trees, 

Rave to my darkly daſhing ſtream, 
Hoarſe ſwelling on the breeze. 


Let lofty firs, and aſhes cool, 
My lowly banks o erſpread, 

And view, deep-bending in the pool, 
Their ſhado ws wat ry bed: 

Let fragrant birks in woodbines . 
My craggy cliffs adorn; 

And, for the little ſongſter's neſt, 
The cloſe embowering thorn. - _ 


D 3 
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So may, Old Scotia's darling ow 
Your little angel band 


Spring, like their fathers, up to prop 
Their honour'd native land! | 

So may, thro? Albion's fartheſt kin, 
To ſocial-flowing glaſſes 


The grace be. Athole's honeſt men, 


« And Athole's bonnie laſſies |” 


- 


, 


| * 
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On pf ſcaring ſome Warzz-rowr in Loven-Tvarr, 
- a wild ſcene among 9 Ovenruneres. 


| War, 3 : 
For me your watry haunt forſake? 
Tell me, fellow-creatures, why - 
At my preſence thus you fly? 
Why diſturb your ſocial. jae, 
Parent, filial, kindred ties? 
Common friend to you and me, 
Nature's gifts to all are free: 
Peaceful keep your dimpling wave, 
Buſy feed,” or wanton lave; L 


Or, beneath the ſheltering rock, 


- Bide the ſurging billows ſhock. 


| Conſcious, bluſhing fot our race, 
Soon, too ſoon, your fears I trace: 


* 
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1 
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Man, your proud uſurping foe, 
Would be lord of all below: 
Plumes himſelf in Freedom's pride, 
Tyrant ftern to all beſide. n 3 


* = 


The eagle, from the cliffy brow, 
Marking you his prey below, 

In his breaſt no pity dwells,, 
Strong Neceſſity compels. 
But man, to whom alone is given 
A ray direct from pitying Heaven, 
Glories in his heart humane 
Ja creatures for his pleaſure flaia.. 


In thefe ſavage, liquid plains, |. 
Only known to wandering fwains,, 
Where the moſſy rivet firays, _ 
Far from human haunts and ways z Pb - 
All on Nature you depend, | 


And life's poor ſeaſon peaceful ſpend. 2 hee. 


Or, if man's ſuperior might 
Dare invade your native right, | 
On the lofty ether borne, 1 
Man with all his powers you ſcorn ;/ 
Swiftly ſeek, on clanging wings, 
Other lakes and other ſprings; 
And the foe you cannot Rare, 
Scorn at 2 to be his flave. 


D 
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Written with a Paxcn over the Cyrnunx y-rzrcrsy 
in the Parlour of the Inx at Kinmonr | 


Tavymovrn. | 


* _ 


8 Nature in her wildeſt grace, 
I heſe northern ſcenes with weary feet I trace; 
O'er many a winding dale and painful ſteep, 
J abodes of coveyed grouſe and timid ſheep, 
My Enge journey, curious, I purſue, . | 
Tin fam'd Breadalbaine opens to my view. — 
' The meeting cliffs each decp-ſunk glen divides, - = 
The woods, wild-ſcattered, clothe their ample fides; 
TH outſtretebing hake, imboſomed mong the bills, 
The eye with wonder ond amazement fills ; 
The Tay meandering fweet in jafant pride, 
Abe palace rifing on bis verdant fide ; = 

The lawns wood-fringed in Nature's . z 


The tallocks dropt i in Nature's careleſs haſte ; N 


The arches ftriding o'er the new-born ſtream ; 

The village glittering in the noontide beam— 
*® „„ „„ | 

Poetic ardours in my boſom ſwell, 

| Lone wandring by the hermit's molly cell: 

The ſweeping theatre of hanging woods; 


The inceſſant roar of headlong tumbling floods —— 


* * » *** 
Here Poeſy might wake ber-Heaven taught lyre, 
And look through Nature with creative fire 


PF 7 , ft, 
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Here, to the wrongs of Fate half reconcil'd, 
Misfortune's lightened ſteps might wander wild; 
And Diſappointment, in theſe lonely bounds, 
Find balm to ſooth her bitter rankling wounds: 


Here heart-ſtruck Grief might heaven ward flretch her 


ſcan, 


And injur'd Worth forget and pardon man, 


R * 


. with a . ſtanding by the Falz * 
5 Frs, 5 


Au the heathy hills and ad woods 

T he roaring Fyers pours lis moſſy. Floods; 

Till full he daſhes on the rocky mounds, — 

Vi heres mm ? 

ſounds, 

As high is air the burſting torrents flo, — 2 
As deep reeoiling ſurges foam below, . N 

Prone down the rock the whitening ſheet Fg 

And viewleſs Echo's ear, aftoniſhed, rends. 25 

Dim ſeen, through rifing miſts and ceaſcleſs ſhowers, 

"The hoary cavern, wide-ſurrouading lowers. g 
Still thro' the gap the flruggling river toils, PER 

And fill below, | the horrid caldron me | 

| „ 
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On the Biarn of a Posruvnove Ciro, born id 
Peculiar Circumſtances of enn $3. 


Grin Beet, pled pledge o meikle love; 


And ward o' mony a prayer, 
What heart o' ſtane wad thou na move, 
Sae a ſweet and fair. 


Nerdhdr hirples oer me lea, * 
Chin, on thy lovely form ; 

And gane, alaſs! the ſheltering tree, 

Should ſhield thee frac the ſtorm. 


May He who giver the rain to pour, | 73 
And wings the blaſt to blaw, * £ | 
Protect thee frac. the driving, ſhower, | 
The bitter froſt and ſnaw. 8 


* 


10. 


Nay, 8 Fiend af woe and want, 
Who heals life's various ftounds, þ | 1 
Protect and guard the mother plant 9 
And heal her cruel wounds. 
But late ſhe-flouriſhed, i rooted faſt; + - 
Fair on the ſummer morn: +; © | 11% 
Nov, feebly bends ſhe, in the blaſt, „ 
7 n. and forlorn. 7; RS 


* 
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Bleſt be thy bloom, thou lovely gem, 
Unſcathed by ruffian hand! 

And from thee many a parent ſtem 
Ariſe to deck our land. 


THE 


W R 1 F 
A&A 
LAcL A © 
AS the authentic Proſe hiſtory of the Wn1sTL® 
is curious, I ſhall here give it—In the train of Anne 
af Denmark, when ſhe came to Scotland. with our 
James the Sixth, there came over alſo-a Daniſh Gen- 
tleman of gigantic ſtature and great proweſs, and a 
matchleis champion of. Bacchus. He bad à little 
ebony W hiltle, which at the Commencement of the 
orgies, he laid on the table; and whoever was laſt 
alle to blow it, every body elſe being difabled by the 
potency of the bottle, was to carry off the Whiſtle 
as a trophy of victory.— I he Dane produced creden- 
tials of his victories, without a ſingle defeat, at the 
courts of Copenhagen, Stockbolm, Moſcow, War- 
ſaw, and ſeveral of the petty courts in Germany; 
and challenged the Scots Bacchanalians to the alter. 


native of trying his proweſs, or elſe of acknowledging 
1 their inferiority, — After many overthrows on the 


- —_ 


9 


84 1 
part of the Scots, the Dane was encountered by Sir 
Robert Lowiie of Maxwelton, anceſtor to the pre- 
ſent worthy baronet of that name; who, after three 
days and three nights hard conteſt, left the Scan- 


divanian under the table, And . on the whiſtle 
his requiew brill. N 


Sir Walter, ſon to Sir Robert before mentioned, 
aſterwards loſt the Whiſtle to Walter Riddel of 
Glenriddel, who had married a ſiſter of Sir Walter's. | 
— Friday the 16th ORober, 1790, at Friar's- 
Carſe, the Whiſtle was once more contended for, 
| as related in the Ballad, by the preſent Sir Robert 

Lowrie of Maxwelton; Robert Riddel, Eſq. of 
Glenriddel, lineal deſcendant and repreſentative of 
Walter Riddel, who won the Whiſtle, and in whoſe 
family it had continued; and Alexander Ferguſon, 

Eſq. of Craigdarroch, likewiſe deſcended of the 
great Sir Robert, which laſt gentleman carried off the 
| bard-won honours of che field. a 
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1 SING of a Whiſtle, a Whiltle of worth, 


Sing of a Whittle, the pride of the North, 


Was brought to the court of our good Scottiſh 


king, 
And long with this Whiſtle all Scotland ſhall ring. 


Old Loda *, till rueing the arm of Fingal, 
The god of the bottle ſends down from his hall 
« This Whiftle's your challenge, to * get 


« er, 


Sh And. drink them to hell Sir! or ne'er 1 me 


o more !“ 


Old poets have fang, and old chronicles tell, 
What champions ventured, what champions fell ; 
The ſon of great Loda was conqueror Kill, 

And blew on the Whiſtle their reguiem ſtrill. 


Till Robert the lord of the Cairn and the Scaur, 
Unmatched at the bottle, unconquered in war, 
He drank his poor god-ſhip as deep as the ſea, . 

No tide of the Baltic e' er drunker than he. 


Thus Robert, viftoriom, the trophy has gained, 
Which now in his houſe has for ages remained; 2 
Till three noble chieftains, and all of his blood, 


The jovial conteſt again have renewed. 8 


gee OSan's Carac-thura, * 


1 560 


Three joyous oy fellows with hearts clear- of 
flaw ; -* | . 
Craigdarroch fo famous for wit, worth and law 4 + | 


And truſty Glenriddel,” ſo ſcilled in old 'coinsy” - 


. And gallant Sir Robert, Li drags in old, wines. - 


3 als with a tongue 7 as 85 
Deſiring Gleoriddel to yield up the ſpoil: 
Or elſe he would muſter the heads of the clan, 
And ance; more, in claret, try which was the man. 


0 By the gods of the, ancients!” Orac re- 

5 plies, 

1 Before I ſurtender ſo glorious a prize, 

« Il conjure the ghoſt of the great Rorie More *, 

% And bumper his horn N bim unn dies 
« er.” 2 


n T V5 | 
Sir Robert, <tr Greed, 91 
But he ne'er turzed his back on his foe—or his 
b 
Said, toſs dowa the Whiſtle, the pi ine of the feld, 
e e eee e 


| To the board of Gleoriddel our heroes repair 
Zo noted for drowning of ſorrow and care: 
But for ond fs welcome act inbre known to. 


| Than the bee, OS tte of» fe = 


ww # 


0 See 1 Hebrides. 
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A dard was ſelected to witneſs the fray; 
And tell future ages the feats of the day; 
A bard who deteſted all ſadneſs and ipleen, 
And wiſhed that Parnaſſus a vineyard had been. 


The dianer being over, the claret they ply, 
And every new cork is a new ſpring of joy; 
In the bands of old friendſhip” and kindred: ſo ſet, 
And the bands grew the'tighter the more they were 
wet. 33 | 


* 


Gay F leaſure ran riot as bumpers ran o'er ; 
Bright Phœbus ne'er witneſſed ſo joyous a corps, 
And vowed that to leave them he was quite forlorn, 
Till Cynthia hinted he'd ſee thera next morn. 


Six bottles a-piece had well wore. out the night, 
When gallant Sir Robert, to finiſh the fight, 
Turned o'er in one bumper a bottle of red, 

And ſwore *twas the way that their anceſtor did. 


Then worthy Glenriddel, ſo cautious and ſage, - 
No longer the warfare, ungodly, would wage 
A High roling elder to wallow in wine! 

He left the foul buſineſs to folks lefs divine. 


The gallant Sir, Robert fought hard to the end ; 
But who can with Fate and Quart Bumpers contend? © 
Though Fate, ſaid a hero, ſhould periſh in light; | 
80 vproſe bright Phœbus —ard down fell the knight, 


: * 
he | o 


| 
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Next * our „ Bar, like a prophet i in Wa 
&« Craigdarroch, thou'lt ſoar when creation ſhall ſink 3 
ut if thou would flouriſh immortal in rbyme, | 
40 Come one bottle more — and have at the ſublime ! 


« Thy las, that has fruggled for —_— 
4 Bruce 

b 1 

, So thine be the laurel, and mine be the bay; 

4 The field thou haſt won, by yon bright god of 


44 ** 


Fans u. face of orient day; 
Fair the tints of opening roſe ; 
But fairer ſtill my DAT 14 dawns — OE ks: har 
More lovely far her beauty blows. ' 


Sweet the lark's wild, warbled lay ; 3 
Sweet the tinkling rill to hear: 3 


But De 114 more delightful ſtill 
Steal thine accents on mine ear. 


The flower enamour d buſy bee 
- The roſy banquet loves to ſip ; 
Sweet the ſtreamlet's limpid lapſe, 
To the ſun- brow ud Arab's lip. 


But DrTLiA on thy balmy lips, | 

Let me no vagrant inſect, rove ; . 
O let me ſteal one liquid Kiſs! + 
For ah! my ſoul is parch d with love. 6 


— ” 
* 
« o 
. 
* E % 


8 ON G. 4 
| A ROSE-BUD by my early wauk, | 
Adown a corn-incloſed bawk, 

Sae gently bent its thorny ſtauk, 


All on a'dewy morning: 


Ere twice the ſhades o dawn are fled, 


Ila its crimſon. glory ſpread, 


And Crooping rich the dewy head, po 
It ſcents the eaxly morning, 
* 

Within the buſh her covert neſt”, 
Amade linnet fondly preſt, LY 4 wil 8 
The dem ſat chilly on her breaft, n 
2 „ a 


She ſoon (hall ſee her tender brood, | 

The pride, the pleaſure of the wood, 

Amang the freſh green leaves bedew'd, | 
-Awauk the early morning. | 


so thou dear bird young Ne, Fr | 
On trembling ———— An 
Shalt ſweetly pay the tender care 

That tents thy early e. 


+ ts thou been roſe bud, young and FI 

© > Shak: beauteous blaze upon the day, | 

= Aud bleſs the parent's evening ray N 
7 . N thy early mornings, n 


— | 
e 4 Ev, 


Maosmec on the roaring Ocean, | ths 
M hich divides my love and me z- + | + 
Wearying in warm devotion, 
For his weal where er he be. 


Hope and Fear's alternate billow þ 
Yielding late to Nature's law, Bene. 

Whiſpering ſpirits round my pillow, © "8 
Talk of him that's far wa. my 3 


” 4 — 
4 = % 
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Ye whom Sorrow never wounded; 1 
Ye who never ſhed a tear; - 
Care untroubled, j joy ſurrounded, 


Gaudy day 10 you is dear. 


Gentle night do you befriend me; 
Doway ſleep, the curtain draw; 

Spirits kind, again attend me, 

Talk of him that's far awa. 


s © N .\& 


: O. WILLY brew'd a peck o' mault, 
And Rab and Allan cam to ſee; * 
Three blyther hearts that lee lang nigſlt 

Ye wadna found in Chriſtendie. = 
I | Cnoxvns. 
We a are na fou, we're nae that fou 

But juſt a drappie in our ee 
The cock may craw, the day may daw, 

Yet ay we'll taſte the barley brie. 


| 4 


a 


Oe 92 þ. 
Here are we met, three merry boys, 
And monie a night we've merry been 
And monie mae we bope to be. 


5 — " i, 7 
It 6 the · moon 1 ken her. horn, : 7 n 
That's blinkin in the lift face hie: 
_ The ſhines ſae bright to wile us hame, I 
nt by my footh ſhe'll wait a wee. 
Wha firft ſhall riſe to gang awa, xs hot FP 
A cuckold, coward, loon is 1 | - 
th firſt beſide his chair ſhall fa“, I | | 
He is the king amang the three ! | 55 5 
* nae e fou, de. 
| f l 
— | g ö 
3 a 7 | 
5 n * 
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The BL UZ-EY'D L858 


I GAED a wafu gaet yellreen, 
A gaet I fear I'll dearly rue, 

I gat my death frae twa ſweet cen, 
Tua lovely &en o bonie blue 


» Twas not her golden ringlets bright, 
Her lips like roſes wat wi' dew, - 
Nor heaving boſom, lilly white, 
It was her Cen ſae bonie blue! 


She ſpak', ſhe ſmil'd, my heart ſhe wyl'd, 
She charm'd my Soul I wiſtna* how ! | 
But ay the ſtoun, the deadly wound, | 1 % 
Came frac her een fac bonie blue. 2 
But * ſpare to ſpeak and low to ſpeed,” 
She 'I aiblins liſten to my vow: | + + 
Should ſhe refuſe I'll lay my dead. 

To her twa een lac bonie blue! | > 


Ho 


FS, 


T9 


by” EPIGR A M. 


85 The late Francis Grose,; E. R. 8, was of a yery 


OR 


S 


corpulent perſon.— This gave birth to the following 


Epigram, by the Author, while over a bottle with 
A * 00 NB. 


* 


18 * 


Ter Devil ode heard that ald Groſe ber, 
And whip! on the wings of the wind he came flying ; 
But when he beheld honeſt FRANC18 a-moaning, 

Aud mark' d each bed- poſt * ith i its burthen a-Froaning z 
| Confounded be roar d, I Thall leave him, b by 
6 Eis cam 10 H- U ſack « damnable load.” | 
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